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I found John Gough returned from the Bath United Hospital last
Saturday. He was twenty-one years in the army, and fought at
Alma and Inkerman where he was wounded. 'No one but them-
selves who went through it/ he said, 'will ever know what our
soldiers endured in the winter of 1854-1855. No firewood but what
they cut down or the roots they grubbed up under the fire of the
enemy's guns. The coffee served out green to be roasted as the men
could over their miserable fires in fragments of shell, and then when
burnt or blackened a little pounded with two stones in a piece of
canvas or coarse cloth, just something to flavour the water. A little
grog and plenty of salt meat, but often no biscuit, and they were
afraid to eat much of the salt meat for fear of scurvy. When they
came in from the trenches or night fatigue duty, no fire, no straw to
lie down on, only a blanket and greatcoat and the mud ankle-deep.
On Christmas Day a little piece of butter and two ounces of "figgy
pudding" were served to each man' out of casks. Tobacco was
more precious than gold. flf a man was lucky enough to have a pipe
he doted on it as if it were Almighty God coming down upon him.
Tobacco was so scarce that he hardly dared to put it into the pipe,
only a very little bit, and then just two or three draws at a time.
Then he stopped the pipe with a bit of rag and put it into his pocket.
He could not afford himself more than that at once. If I had had
tobacco I could have done with one meal a day. The French soldiers
were in plenty while we were starving. The French managed
everything well. In our lines there was nothing but shameful mis-
management. As many men died of neglect, mismanagement, cold,
starvation and needless disease as died in battle. The French were
four miles nearer to Balaclava and the provision stores, then they
had hardy mules, while the English horses dropped under their
loads and died by the roadside.'
John Gough said, 'On the Sunday morning November 5th 1854
I was sleeping in the tent. I had been on fatigue duty that night till
midnight. About 6 o'clock before daylight a man who slept next
me touched me and said, "Jack» the Rooshians are firing into the
camp". I said, "Nonsense, who cares? Let me sleep." However he
wouldn't let me be. "It's true," he said with an oath. I wanted to
sleep and rapped out a nasty word. It was true enough however and
the cannon balls soon came hopping through the camp. Then the

